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Fifty years on

Mr Jones. Geraint ‘Geoggers’ Jones.

You are in my head today.

The wise words of a Welshman

seep from the seams of this barren peak.

A stuffy classroom on a rainy afternoon.

An exercise book slapped onto every desk.

Eyes front Brummie boys, you bellow,

lifting a glass of water to the light.

Tell me, my friends, where is this from?

The tap, sir, | respond in mock Cymric lilt.

New page. New heading. The course of a river.
On the blackboard you sketch a green hill.

Blue chalked squiggles dance and converge.
The source of you lazy louts is my Elan.

She springs from high up in the Cambrians.

She forfeits herself to quench this city.

You lads, if human, are predominantly water,
and hence, each sixty per cent Welsh.

We groan. You smirk.

Tim Cook sneers. | chew on gum.

We so much needed to be rebels,

but you never gave up on us.

You were that salmon swimming upstream,
leaping, repeatedly leaping,

smacking headlong into a wall.

| hear you now, fifty years on,

as | tramp your sacred moors.

The gathering force of the Elan fills my ears.
Descending these uplands, | can see it all.

Your snowmelt, headwaters, and cascades.

You preached on the perils of digging up peat.
Poor Pete, quipped Chris Brown, leave him be.
You raged at our indifference. We yawned.
Why would we care about dams and floods?
We were heirs to industry, protégés of progress.
Our dreams were to grace the turf of Villa Park.
Your Elan was as unreal to us as the Roman Empire.
Yet so deep was the reservoir of you, so persistent.

Seventy-three miles. Caban Coch down to Birmingham.

She came to us by aqueduct and you by Morris Minor.
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Christopher Williams muses on Blodauwedd as La Source by Sheila Large

I want to paint you I want to paint you as a

cacophony of flowers  together in one glorious
woman as your makers Math & Gwydion  conjured
you from the acid yellow broom the virgin white
meadowsweet  the flesh-red blossom of the

great oak itself

your body should be young untouched an ingenuie
afraid of what I want I turn to the neoclassical

and there she is  La Source  captured by Ingres

her juvenile beauty painful framed inivy the plant
of Dionysus god of disorder regeneration

and ecstasy

I brush your alabaster body into a facsimile of hers
twist your arms as you writhe free  to echo her hold
on the water pitcher  your face is elusive it should
be tortured  anguished  all too aware of

what this new life will hold

in La Source the face of the concierge’s daughter
is passive resigned yet the eyes the eyes
pierce my soul reveal everything that Ingres
wanted leaving her every bit as agonised

as you.
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Field Water

Not a grand river

of sweeping meanders, swirls

under a signature, gravel curves gold
with marsh marigold and celandine.

Not a generous estuary

that fills the fields with winter floods

where once I saw a dozen herons gazing down
lost in their own reflections.

Not a tumbling mountain stream

which once led Wordsworth

to imagine it was memory, because, he says,
it 'flowed along my dreams'.

No. My water course is unprepossessing:
nothing but a curved run-off that drains
the sheep field on the far side of the lane,
hiding in the green verge.

It has no buttercups to crown it.

From beneath the barbed wire fence, the small chute
pours into a dark hole, flows under the lane

and into our land where it presents

islands of dubious pale brown foam
that tangle in the nettles.

And yet I love it, this drab sump.

In the summer it dries up completely.

I am proud to tend it, my holywell. I use four

red house bricks to focus its flow. It needs to move
unceasingly. When blocked I unclog it,

tearing out grit clumps, white-rooted grass,

crisp packets, mud handfuls and oak leaves.

The flooded lane vanishes into it

And my filthy hands I wash under its freezing lip.
The cold field water leaves them cleansed.

I have tended to it under cloudbursts,
rain crackling like fat on my cagouled back.
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Frosted winter dawns, grass stems shaggy
with ice. On December nights

Cassiopeia gleams upon it. Orion gazes

over it. Arcturus burns within it.

By the crumbled tarmac I kneel and perform lavations.
In the darkness it too flows along my dreams.

Born of mist and moss

Here, where the land exhales mist and memory,

and the wind speaks softly in the tongue of old oaks,
| walk the high spine of the Cambrians -

where every step feels like returning.

From secret wells the waters rise,

clear as a whispered prayer to the earth.
They gather, glinting, into silver threads -
the Wye, Severn, Towy and Teifi.

Their names are a lullaby,

a hymn to all that flows and never ends.

Smaller voices join them -

the Irfon, Elan, Rheidol, and the Ystwyth -
streams that laugh through moss and heather,
streams that always remember.

Amongst them | wander with my faithful three,
our silence stitched with birdsong,
our hearts loosened by water and wind.

The world hums here, old and alive -
stones pulse with stories,

trees lean in to listen,

and every pool mirrors something sacred.
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Sometimes | leave an offering -

a flower, a dog treat, a breath of simple thanks -
to the unseen guardians of these hills.

For they have healed me, steadied me,

taught me how to flow.

Springs and sources -
beginnings and becomings -
all rivers rising from one heart,
and finding, always,

their way home to the sea.
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